"'TROY    WAS

dawn began to shed brown light from behind Mount
Ida and the Asian Olympus.   Near the beach I saw
shadowy forms of soldiers moving about over the
ground where the bones of so many heroes of both
races now lay together, indistinguishable.   They were
busy round the huts, their shelter for so many weary
years, now to be left for ever.   From the huts down to
the ships they were herding like droves of cattle the
Trojan women whom they had captured alive as
concubines and slaves-of-all-work.   Hungry, naked,
and crying miserably to  each  other,   the  women
dragged themselves along, urged forward by curses
and the points of spears.   With them came Cassandra,
crazily shouting the marriage song, and with the same
maddened breath muttering the future doom of him,
the king of men, who had chosen her for his pleasure.
And out between rows of soldiers, bawdily mocking,
came lovely Helen, the cause of all this woe, lovely and
unperturbed, excusing her dubious past with specious
lies, anxious now only to return in peace to her own
husband's royal bed in far-off Sparta.   And before
her stumbled the aged Queen, Priam's lawful wife,
mother of Hector and Paris and so many noble sons
and daughters, now chosen as a domestic servant for
Ulysses.   For  the  great   and   noble  women  were
separately  chosen  for  the  lords  of Greece,   And
beside her came Hector's own wife, so dear, so atten-
tive to all her hero's wants and pleasures, and in her
arms she carried their little son, called the City's Lord.
Then down upon her marched a platoon of soldiers
under command of a sergeant, disciplined to overcome
his own kindly nature so as to be fit for war.   He
ordered his men to drag the child from the mother's
arms and carry him away.   For he was to be flung to
death from the height of the captured city's walls,
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